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unarmed. In my day I have several times in the jungle,
when on horseback or on foot, come across a tiger, and he
has, so to speak, invariably taken off his hat, apologised,
got out of the way, and passed on. I am, therefore, in-
clined to believe that the ancient story of the lady who,
meeting a tiger one morning in a narrow path in the jungle,
in her terror suddenly opened her parasol and thus put the
pusillanimous tiger to flight, is probably no romance, and
that any lady of the present day (I would, however, hardly
recommend any one of the sex to repeat the experiment)
might hold the field under similar conditions. An un-
wounded tiger will invariably slink away before an elephant.
With the panther, a hideous animal, it is different. Many
experienced sportsmen hold that he will generally open the
attack. In my time I saw three only, two of which I
-bagged. So far as I remember, we both attacked simul-
taneously. But the panther is a terrible brute, more active
and savage than the tiger. It is he, too, who occasionally
has been found to be the dreaded man-eater when villagers
have been carried off from their beds at night in the
verandahs of their houses, or dragged out of the machans,
or platforms, on which they sat guarding the crops. During
my second year at Nagpore a friend of mine, Lieutenant
St John Shaw, a very handsome, smart horse-gunner, an
excellent shot, and first-rate all-round sportsman, and a great
favourite with us all, was the victim of one of these brutes.
Some years afterwards I was lunching at Simlah with Lord
Mayo, and found H.E. and the aides-de-camp much ex-
ercised over what they regarded as a rather tall story,
related by Sir R. Temple at dinner the evening before*
But the facts were as then, and now again, stated. Shaw
was out shooting in the Baitool district with the local
police officer. A panther was afoot; Shaw climbed into
a tree to get a shot at the brute. It was in the days
before breech - loaders. Shaw saw the beast, fired, and
wounded it. Before he had time to reload, the panther
was up the tree after him. Unluckily the second barrel
missed fire, and in another moment Shaw, lugged out of